Are still in heav/n; so is he still at home

That doth abroad to honest actions come.

Chide thyself then, O fool I which yesterday

Might'st have read more than all thy books bewray.

Hast thou a history which doth present

A court where all affections do assent

Unto the king's, and that that king's are just ?

And where it is no levity to trust.

Where there is no ambition but t'obey,

Where men need whisper nothing and yet may;

Where the king's favours are so plac'd, that all

Find that the king therein is liberal

To them, in him, because his favours bend

To virtue, to the which they all pretend ?

Thou hast no such, yet here was this, and more;

An earnest lover, wise then, and before.

Our little Cupid hath sued livery,

And is no more in his minority;

He is admitted now into that breast

Where the king's counsels and his secrets rest.

What hast thou lost ? O ignorant man!

Idios   I knew
All this, and only therefore I withdrew.